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a chariot of fire? and if Ms arms had been God's
chariot they could not have felt more wonderful
to her. She had a tremor like hiccups in her
breath and her knees were stiff with trying to
dance too well. Stephen seemed to want to dance
with her all evening^ so that she could not have
been very bad. As if in a dream she took in the
rooms, larger than all their three put together^
they seemed spacious and empty to Rosa even
with the crowd of people,, for the rooms she knew
were always over-full She thought it an enormous
fiat for just three people^ Stephen and the William
they talked about, and Mr. Gray.
"Do you sleep here alone?" she asked Stephen,
in spite of Belle's frown, when he took them into
his room to powder their noses.
"Yes/' said Stephen, amused. "I couldn't bear
to share a room."
"It would be hateful I couldn't bear it either/9
said Belle5 and Rosa opened her eyes wide, for she
thought she was the one in the family who told
lies.
She was very surprised to see that the bed was
an ordinary iron one such as she slept on herself,
and when she sat down on the couch the springs
had gone. But Stephen was not in the least
abashed; and for supper they stood about or sat
on the floor with plates of sausages and scrambled
eggs that she called rumble-tumble,, or kippers,
with great hunks of bread, Stephen drank beer,
not champagne, as she had imagined he would.
Yet these were the people who belonged to clubs